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SCENE I. 


Dr. Fauſtus ſeated in a Chair, ani reading 
in bis & udy. 


Good and bad Angels ready. 
Fauſt. Ertle thy Studies, Fauſius, and 
8 (begin 
To ſound the Depth ot that 
(thou wilt profeſs ; 

Theſe Metaphyſicks of Magicians, 
And Negromantick Books, are heav'nly 
Lines, Circles, Letters, Characters, 


A 3 Ay, 
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Ay, theſe are thoſe that Fauſtus moſt deſires; 
A found Magician is a Demi-God : 
Here tire my Brains to get a Deity. 


Mephoſtopholis under the Stage. A gecd 
aud bad Angel fly down. 


Good Ang. O Fauſius ! Lay that damn'd 

(Book aſide ; 

And gaze not on it, leſt it tempt thy Heart 

(to Blaſphemy, 

Bad Ang. Go forward, Fauſtus, in that 

(famous Arr, 

Wherein all Nature's Treaſure is contain'd : 
Be thou on Earth, as Fove is in the Sky, 
Lord and Commander of theſe Elements. 
Spirits aſcend. 


Fauſt. How am I glutted with Conceit of 


(this! 
Shall I make Spirits fetch me what I pleaſe ? 
I'll have em fly to India for Gold, 
Ranſack the Ocean for Orient Pearl. 
Fil have em Wall all Germany with Braſs: 
III levy Soldiers with the Coin they bring, 
And chaſe the Prince of Prama from our 
Land, | (Riſes. 
 *Tis now the dead high Noon of Night, 
And Lucifer his Spirits freedom gives; 
I'II try, if in this Circle I can raiſe 
A: Demon, to inform me what I long . 
int 


* 


ir 
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Sint mibi Dii Acherontis propitii, orientis 
princeſs, Beelzebub, German. Deniogor- 
gon. [ Thunders.] Mephoſtopholis, Mes 
phoſtopholis, ſugat Spiritus. 
Mephoſtopholis /peaks under Ground. 
(Thunders.] 


Meph. Fauſtus, I attend thy Will. 

Fauſt. Where art thou? 

Meph. Here. LA Flaſh of Light. 

Scar. Within; Oh, oh, oh. 

Fauſt. What Noiſe is that? Haſt thou a- 
ny Companions with thee ? 

Mepb. No. | 

Fauſt. It comes this way. 

Scar. Oh, oh, oh- 


Enter Scaramouch. 


Fauſt. What ail'ſt thou? 

Scar. Oh, oh, oh. 

Fauſt. Speak, Fellow, What's the matter ? 

Scar. O poor Scaramouch. 

Fauſt. Speak, I conjure thee; or Ache- 
routis Dit Demogorgon. —— 

Scar. O, 1 beſeech you, conjure no more, 
for I am frighted into a Diabetes already. 
Fauſt. Frighted, at what? 


| Gear, 
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Scar. I have ſeen, Oh, oh 

Faul. What? | 

Scar. The Devil. 

Fayft. Ar t ſure twas the Devil ? ; 

Scar. 'The Devil, or the Devil's Compa- 
nion: He had a Head like a Bull's, with Horns 
on; and two Eyes that glow'd like the Balls 
of a dark Lantern : His Hair ſtood a- tiptoe, 
like your new-faſhion'd Top-knots ; with a 
Mouth as large as a King's Beef-eater : His 
Nails were as ſharp as a Velſh-man's in a Paſ- 
ſion; and he look'd as frightful as a Serje- 
ant to an Alſatian. 

Fauft. But why art thou afraid of theDevil? 

Scar. Why, I never ſaid my Prayers in all 
my Life, but once ; and that was when my 
damn'd Wife was ſick, that ſhe might die: 
My Ears are as deaf to good Counſel, as 
French Dragoons are to Mercy : And my 
Conſcience wants as much ſweeping, as a 
Cook's Chimney : And I have as many Sins 
to anſwer for, as a Church-warden, or an Q- 
verſeer of the Poor. 

Fauſt. Why, the Devil loves Sinners at 
his Heart. 

Scar. Does he fo? 

Fauſt. He hates none, but the Virtuous, 
and the Godly ; ſuch as faſt, and go to 
Church, and give Alms-deeds. 

Scar. I never ſaw a Church in my Life, 
thank God (I mean, the Devil ;) and = 

8 Faſt- 


vi 
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Faſting, it was always my A bomination; and 
for Alms, I never gave any thing in my Life, 
but the Itch once to a Pawn-broker : There- 
fore J hope, he may love me. | 
Fauſt. And he fhal love thee ; I'll bring 
thee acquainted with him. 
Scar. Acquainted with the Devil! 
Fauft. Ay; Tanto mctroportis Achercnutis. 
Scar. Oh, oh, oh. 
Fut. Fear nothing; Mepheſtopholis, be 
viſible. | 
[ Scaramouch ſinks behind the Doctor, 
and peeps bis Head out behind the Slip 
of bis Gown. A Devil riſes in Thun- 
der and Lightning. 


I charge thee to be gone, and change thy 
Shape, thou art toc ugly to attend on me. I 
find there's Virtue in my Charm; Come, riſe 


up, Fool, the Devil's gone. ¶ The Devil ſinks. 


Scar. The Devil go with him. 

Fauſt. Fear nothing; I command the De- 
vil: If thou wilt leave thy Chimney- ſweep- 
ing Trade, and live with me, thou ſhalt have 
Meat and Drink in Plenty; and 40 Crowns 
a Year ſhall be thy Wages ; I'll make thee 
learned in the Black Art. 

Scar. Jam a Student in that already: But 
let me conſider ; good Meat and Drink, and 
40 Crowns a Year. Then l' change my 
Black Art for yours. 

Fauf.. 
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Fauft. There's Earneſt, thou art now my 
Servant; diſpoſe of thy Brooms and Poles, 
they'll be uſeleſs to thee here; take this Key, 
go into my Study, and clean; take all the 
Books you find ſcatter'd about, and range 
em orderly upon the Shelves. | 

Scar. Happy Karameuch, now mayſt thou 
Swear, Lye, Steal, Drink and Whore ; for thy 
Maſter is the Devil's Maſter,and thou in time 
may it maſter em both. [ Exit Scaram. 


Enter Mephoſtopholis. 


Meph. Now, Fauſtus, what would'ft thou 
have with me ? 

Fauft. I charge thee wait upon me whilſt I 
live, And do whatever Fauſtus ſhall com- 
mand. N | 

Meph. Ay, Fauſtus, ſo J will, if thou wilt 

haſe me of Lucifer. 

Fauft. What ſays Lucifer, thy Lord? 

Mepb. That I ſhall wait on Fauſtus whilſt 

(he lives, 
So thou wilt buy my Service with thy Blood. 
Fauſt. Already Fauſtus has hazarded that 
(for thee. 
Mepb. Ay, but thou muſt bequeath it ſo- 
(lemnly, 
And write a Deed of Gift with it ; 
For that Security craves Lucifer. 
If thou deny it, I muſt back to Hell. 


Bad 


' * 
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Bad Ang. But Fauſtus, if I ſhall have thy 
( 
I' be thy Slave, and worſhip thy Conn 
And give thee more than thou haſt Will of. 
Fauſt. If he will ſpare me four and twenty 
(Years, 
Letting me live in all Voluptuouſneſs, 
To have thee ever to attend on me, 
To give me whatſoever I ſhall ask, 
And tell whatſoever I demand ; 
On theſe Conditions I reſign it to him. 
Mepb. Then, Fauſtus, ſtab thy Arm cou- 
(ragiouſfly, 
And bind thy Soul, that at ſome certain Day 
Great Lucifer may claim it as his own ; 
And then be thou as great as Lucifer. 
Fauſt. Lo, Mephboſtop hols, for Love of thee, 
(Fauſtus has cut 
His Arm, and with his proper Blood 
Aſſures his Soul to be great Lucifer's. 
Mepb. But, Fauſtus, write it in a Manner 
of a Deed and Gift. 
Fauft. Ay, ſo I do; but, Mephoſtepholis, 
my Blood congeals, and I can write no more. 
Meph. I'll fetch thee Fire to diffolve it 
ſtrait. [ Exit. 
Fauſt, What might the ſtaying of my Blood 
3 Re (portend, 
It is unwilling I ſhould write this Bill. 


Good and bad Angels deſcend. 


Good 
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Good An. Let, Fuuſtus, think upon thy 
precious Soul. 
Bad An. No, Fauſius, think of Honour 
and of Wealth. 
Fauſt. Of Wealth! Why all the Indies, 
r ſhall be mine. 
- Good An. No, Fauftus, everlaſting Tor- 
'tures ſhall be thine. 
Bad An. No, Fauſtus, everlaſting Glory 
(ſhall be thine. 
The World ſhall raiſe a Statue of thy Name, 
- And on it write, 'This, this is he that could 
command the World. [Good Ange] aſcends, 
bad Angel deſcends. 
Fauſt. Command the World ! Ay, Fauſius, 
( think. on that. 
. Why ſtreams not then my Blood that I may 
(write ? 
Oh! there it 
(ſtops. 
Why ſhouldſt thou not? Is not thy Soul thy 
( own ? 


Fauſtus gives to thee his Soul; 


Enter Mephoſtopholis with a Chafer of Fire. 


Meph. See, Fuuſtus, here is Fire, ſet it on. 
Fayft. So now the Blood begins to clear 
(again. 
Meph. What is't I would not do to obtain 
his Soul ? 
Fauſt. Conſummatum eft ; the Bill is ended. 
But 
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Bur what is this Inſcription on my Arm ? 
Homo fuge ; Whither ſhall I fly? 
My Senles are deceiv'd, here's nothing writ ; 
O yes, I {ee it plain, even here is writ 
Homo fuge ; yet ſhall not Fuuſtus fly, 
Meph. I'Il call up ſomething to delight his 
(Mind, 
SO NG. Mephoſtopholis waves bis Wand. 
Euter ſeveral Devils, who preſent Crowns 
to Fauſtus, and after a Dance, vaniſh. 
Fauſt. What means this then ? 
— Meph. Tis to delight thy Mind, and let 
thee ſee What Magick can perform. 
Fauſt. And may I raiſe ſuch Spirits when 
| (I pleaſe ? 
Meph. Ay, Fauſtus, and do greater Things 
than theſe. 
Fauſt. Then, Mephoſtopbolis, receive this 
(Deed of Gift ; 
But yet conditionally, that thou perform all 
Covenants and Articles herein ſ1bſcribed. 
Mephb. I ſwear by Hell, and Lucifer, to 
effect all Promiſes between us both. 
Fau/t. Then take it. 
Mep5. Do you deliver it as your Deed and 
(Git? 
Fauſt. Ay, and the Devil do you good on't. 
Me pb. So, now, Fuuſt us, ask what thou wilt. 
Fauff. Then let me have a Wife. 
Fauſtus waves his Wand, and a Weman- Devil 
riſes, Fire-works about, whirls round, and 
ſinks. B Fauſt; 
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Fauſt. What Sight is this ? 
Meph. Now, Fauſtus, wilt thou have a 
(Vife ? 
Fau/?. Here's a hot Whore indeed, 1'II 
(have no Wife, 
Meph. Marriage is but a Ceremonial Toy ; 
I'll cull thee out the faireſt Curtezans, 
And bring 'em every Morning to thy Bed : 
She whom thy Eye ſhall like, thy Heart 
(ſhall have. 
Fauſt. Then, Mephoſtopolis, let me behold 
t he famous Hellen, who was the Occaſion of 
great Troy's Deſtruction. 
Meph. Fauſtus, thou ſhalt. [ Waves his 
Wand, enters. 
Fauſt. O Mephboſtopbolis ! What would I 
give to gain a Kiſs from off thoſe lovely Lips. 
Meph. Fauſtus thou mayſt. | He kiſſes ber. 
Fasft. My Soul is fled ; come, Ilellen, come, 
give me my Soul again ; ſhe's gone. [ He 


goes to kiſs ber again, and ſhe ſinks. - 


Aſeth Women are ſhy, you know, at the 
firſt Sght; but come, Fauſtus, command me 
ſomewhat elle. 

Fauſt. Then tell me, Is Hell fo terrible as 
Church-men write it? 

Aſepb. No, Fauftus,tis Glorious as the up- 
rer World; but that we have Night and Day, 
as you have here: Above, there's no Night. 

Fauſt. Why fighs my Mepboſtopbolis, 1 
think Hell's a meer Fable. 

Aepb. Ay, think fo ſtill. Fault. 
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Fauſt, Tell me who made the World? 

Meph. I will nor. 

Fauſt. Sweet Mephoſ. 

Mepb. Move me no further. 

Faujt. Villain, have I not bound thee to 
tell me any thing? 

Meph. That's not againſt our Kingdom, 
this is: Thou art loſt ; think thou of Hell. 

Fauſt. Think, Fauſtus, upon him that 
made the World. 

Aeph. Remember this. [ Sinks. 

Fauſt. Ay, go accurſed Spirit tougly Hell, 
"Tis thou haſt damn'd diſtreſſed Fauſtus Soul: 
I will repent : Ha! [ Goes to bis Books 
This Bible's faſt, but here's another: 

[ They both fly out of bis Hand, and a flaming 

Thing appears writen, &c. 
Ist not too late? [Ring. Good and 


bad Angel deſcend. 
Bad Au. Too late. 
Good An. Never too late, if Fauſftus w ill 


(repent. 
Bad An. Fauffus, behold, behold thy 


15 


Deed ; if thou repent, Devils will tear thee 


in Pieces, 
Good An. Repent, and they ſhall never 
raze thy Skin, | Scene ſhuts, Ang. deſcend. 
B 2 Seene 
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Scene changes to the Street. 


Enter Harlequin. 

Harl. This muſt be Mr. Doctor's Houſe ; 
I'll make bold to knock: My Heart fails me 
already, 

[ Harlequin opens the Door, preps 
about, and ſhuts it. 


I begin to tremble at the Thoughts of ſeeing 
the Devil. [Knocks again] Here's a great 
Reſort of Devils, the very Doors ſmell of 
Brimſtone : Vil een back---- No, I'll be a 


Man of Refolution : But if the DoRor ſhould - 


ſend a Familiar to open the door, in what 
Language ſhould I ſpeak to the Devil ? 
[ Knocks. 
Enter Scaramouch. 


Scar. peeping. This is ſome malicious Spi- 


rit, that will not let me alone at my Study ; 
but I'll go in, and con my Book. | / xt. 


Harl. I believe Mr. Doctor is very buſy ; 


but I'Il rap this time with Authority. 


[ Harlequin raps at the Decor, Scaramouch 
feeps out: Harlequin ſtrikes bim, and 
jumps back, runs frighted off. 


Scene 


Scene 
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Scene changes to a Room in the Doctom 2 
Houſe. 


Enter Scaramouch, with 4 Book, in the Do- 
for's Gown. 


Scar. I have left the Door , to ſave 
the Devil the labour of knocking, if he has 
a mind to comein: For I am reſolv d not 
to ſtir from my Book; I found it in the 
Doctor's Cloſet, and know it muſt contain 
ſomething of the Black Art. 


Enter Harlequin. 


Harl. O, here's Mr. Doctor himſelf ; he's 
reading ſome conjuring Book. Ide fin ject. 
Scar. This muſt be a conjuring Book, by 
the hard Words: AB, EB, IB, OB, UB. 
BA, BO, BU, BI. 
Harl. It's a Child's Primmer. [Harle- 
quin looks over him. 
Scar. The Devil, the Devil ; be gone, 
avoid. [ Runs off. 
Harl. O, the Devil! Now will 1 lye as if 


i were dead, and let the Devil 50 hunt for 
L 


my So-. Jes down. 


Enter Scaramouch. 


B 3 Scar . 
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Scar. I have learn'd to raiſe the Devil ; m 
but how the Devil ſhall I do to lay him? for 
Ha ! what's here, a dead Body? The Devil or 
aſſum'd this Body; and when I began to ſtit 
mutter my Prayers, he was in ſuch haſte, he tin 
left his Carcaſs behind him. Ha! it ſtirs 5 ma 


No ; 'twas but my Fancy. an 
[ Scaram. Iiſts up bis Limbs, and lets em chi 
fall, whilſt Harl. bits bim on the Breech, 
lifts bis Head, which falls gently. 


All's dead, but's Head [ Sets him upright. rot 
The Devil! the Devil! Be gone; what art try 


thou ? aga 
Harl. A poor unfortunate Devil. , day 
Scar. The Devil! Avant then, Hogen be 
mogon ftrogon. 0 


Harl. O good Mr. Doctor, conjure up no we 
more Devils, and I'll be gone, or any thing Ho! 
I came only to ask your Black Artſhip a of 


lon. as 

Scar. No, this is not the Devil. M ho art 547. 
thou? Wence com ſt thou? What's thy Bu- E 
ſineſs ? Quick, or //cgon ſirogon. Mr 


Harl. Hold, hold, hold, I am poor Harle- K 
quin : By the Learned I am call'd Zune, by 
the Vulgar, 7ack- Pudding. I was late Foul 
to a Mountebank ; and Jaſt Night, in the 
miſtaking the Pipkin, I eat up a Por of Bo- 
lus, inſtead of Haſty-Fudding ; and devour'd 
three Yards of P;aculum Plaiſter, inſtead of 


Pancake, for which my Maſtcr has turi'd 
me 
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me out of Doors inſtead of Wages: There- 
fore to be reveng'd, I come to hire a Devil 
or two of you, Mr. Doctor, of a ſtrong Con- 
ſtitution, that may ſwallow up his Turpen- 
tine Pills as faſt as he makes 'em, that he 
may never cure poor M hore more of a Clap; 
and then he'll be undone, for they are his 
chief Patients. 

Scar. What Practice has he? 

Harl. Why, his Buſineſs is to patch up 
rotten Whores againſt the Term, for Coun- 
try Lawyers, and Attornies Clerks; and 
againſt Chriſtmas, Eaſter and WWhitſun Holi- 
days, for City Apprentices ; end if his Pill 
be deſtroy'd, twill ruine him in one Term. 

Scar. Come in; and for a Crown a 
Week I'll let thee out a Devil, as they do 
Horſes at Livery, ſhall ſwallow him a Peck 
of Pills a Day, tho every one were as big 
as a Pumpkin; and make nothing of a 
Bells for a Breakfaſt. 

Harl. O brave Mr. Doctor! O dainty 
Mr Devil! 

Scar. Seigniora | Here tbey Complement 

who ſbell go firft. 


ACT 
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Fauſtus in bis Study. 


Good and bad Avgel deſcend. 


Good An. ©, Auſtus, Repent ; yet Heav'n 
(will pity thee. 

Bad An. Thou art a Spirit, Heav'n cannot 
(pity thee. 

Fauſt . Who buzzes in my Ear? I am a Spi- 


Tit ; be I a Devil, yet Heav'n can pity me: 


Yea, Heav'n will pity me, if l repent. 
Bad An Ay, but Fauſtus never ſhall repent. 
Good An. Sweet Fauſius, think of Heav'n 
and heav'nly things. (Aſcends. 
Fauft. My Heart is harden'd, I cannot yer 
| { TEPENT. 
Scarce can I name Salvation, Faith, or Heav'n, 
But I am pinch'd and prick'd in thoutand 
(places 


Oh! help diſtreſſed Fan us / 


Lucifer, Beelzebub, aud Mephoſtopholis ri. 


Luc. None can afford thee help; for only 
I have Intereſt in thee, Fau?ss 

Faul. Oh! What art thou, that look'ſt ſo 
terrible ? 


Luc. 


ni« 


inj 
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Lic. | am Lucifer, and this is my Compa- 
nion Prince in Hell. 

Bee]. We are come to tell thee, thou doſt 
injure us. 

Luc. Thou calfſt on Heav'n, contrary to 
thy Promiſe. 

Hcel. Thou ſhould'ſt not think on Heav'n. 

Tauſt. Nor will I henceforth ; pardon him 

(for this, 
And Fauſius vows never to look to Heav'n. 
Reel. So ſhalt thou ſhew thy ſelf a faithful 
(Servant, 
And we will highly gratiſy thee for it. 

Fauſt, Thoſe Words delight my Soul. 

Luc. Fauftus, we are come in Perſon, to 
ſhew thee Paſtime ; fit down, and thou ſhalt 
behold the Seven deadly Sins in their own 
proper Shapes and Likenels. 

Fauſt. That Sight will be as pleaſant to 
my Eye, as Paradiſe to Adam, the firſt Day 
of his Creation. 

Beel. Talk not of Paradiſe, but mind the 
Show. Go, Mephoſtopholis, and ſetch em in; 
and, Fauſius, queſtion em their Names. 


Enter Pride. 


Fauſt, What art tho: ? 
Pride. | am Pride; I was begot by Diſdain 
I always took the Wall 
of 


and Affectation. 


22 The Life and Death 


of my Betters ; had ever the firſt Cur, or 

elſe, would not eat: I ſcorn'd all Advice, 

never thought any one handſom bat my fe'f ; 
had the beſt Pne in the Church, though a F 
Tradeſman's Wife ; aid at laſt died of the F 
Spleen, for want of a Coach and fix Horſes. g,.. 
Why is not thy Room pertum'd, and ſpread read 
with Cloth of T:ſſu2 4 What muſt you ſir, curſ 
and I ſtand? Riie up Brute. F 
Fayſt. Go, thou art a proud Slut indeed. K in 
LEAR. i ons; 
Enter Covetouſneſs. Spot 


Now what art thou, the Second? 

Cov. I am Covetouſneſs ; 1 was begot by a 
cloſe Fiſt, and a griping Heart in a Uſurer's 
Cheſt. 1 never eat, to ſave Charges: This 5 
Coat has cover'd me for Fourſcore Winters: thou 


This Beard has ſeen as many more. Inever 5 
ſlept in my Life, but always watch d my Gold. nor 
Fauſt. What wert thou on Earth? who 


Cov. I was firſt an Excizeman, and cheated 2h 
the King and Country ; then I was a Baker, 
and from every Neighbour's Loaf I ſtole two 
Pound, and {wore 'twas ſhrunk in the Oven. 
I was a Vintner, and by bribing of Queſt- 
men, had leive to fell in Pint-B-ttles for 

arts: At laſt I was a Horſe- courſer, made 
Smithfield too hot to hold me, and rid Poſt 
to the Divil : Give me ſome Gold, Father. 

[ Exit. 
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Enter Envy. 


Pauſt. What art thou, the Third? 

Envy. I am Eury; begot by a Chimney- 
ſweeper upon an Oyſter wench. I cannot 
read and wiſh all Books burnt. I always 


curſe the Government that | was not pre- 
ferr d; and waz a Male content in Three 


Kin.s Reizns. lain lean with ſeeing others 
ear; and I wiſh the Devil would make a 
Sponge of thy Heat, to wipe out the Score 
of my Sins. 


Enter Wrath. 


Fauſt. Out, envious Wretch ; what art 
thou the Fourth ? 

t ra. I am / rath; 1 had neither Father 
nor Mother, but leap'd out ot a Lion's Mouth 
when ] was ſcarce an Hour old I always 
ah horr'd the Art of Patience, and curs'd all 
Fiſher men. I beat my V ife for my Plea- 
ſure ; curſt Heaven in my Paſſion, *cauſe it 
gave no Fortune, and was hang'd for a Rape 
on a Scotch Pedlar. [ Exit. 


Entar 
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Enter Gluttony. 


Fauſt. What art thou, the Fifth? |; 

Glut. I am Gluttony ; begot a by Plow-man th 
on a Waſher woman,who devour'd a Chedder- | 
Cheeſe in two Hours. I am of a Royal Pe- M 
degree: My Grand-father was a Surloin of fi 
Beef, and my Mother a Gammon of Bacon: wi 
My Siſters were Sows, which ſup-ly'd me 
with Pork : My Brothers were Calves, which 
afforded meVeal : My Godſathers were Peter- D 
Pickled-Herring, and Michael Mi)k- Porridge: 
My God-mothers were Suſau Salt-butter, , fail 
and Mergery Sous d Hog's-Face. Now, 
Fauſtus, thou haſt heard my Pedigree, wilt H 
thou invite me to Supper ? | 


Fauft. Not I. | T. 

Glut. Then the Devil choak thee. | 
Enter Sloth, 

Fauſt. What art thou, the Sixth? E; 


So. Hey ho! I am Soth; I was begotten 
at Church by a ſleepy Judge on a Coſter- 
monger's Wife, in the middle of a long | 
Sermon. I am as lazy as a Fiſhmonger in Ne 
the Dog days, or a Parſon in Leut: I would tf: 
2 ſpeak another Word for a King's Ran- way 
om, * 


Enter; Tc 
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[ Enter Leachery. 


Fauſt. And what arc you, Mr. Miaks, 
the Seventh and laſt. 
* Leach. I am one that love an Inch of raw 
Mutton better than an Ell of try'd Stock- 
fiſh, and the firſt Letter of my Name begins 
with Leachery. [ Exit. 
auff. This Sight delights my Soul, 
Luc. Fauffus, in Hell are all Manner of 
Delights. 
. 3 O might I ſee Hell once and return 
alc ! 
Luc. Fnuſt, thou ſhalt; give me thy Hand, 
Hence let's deſcend, and we will Fauftus 
ſhow its ets 
The mighty Pleaſures in the World below. 
[Vaniſhes. 


SCENE changes. 


Enter Harlequin and Scaramouch in the Dece 
tor's Gown; a N aud, and a Groele. 


Scar, So, now I am in my Pozrtificalibes : 
Now can I fliew my Black-Arr ; ior | have 
found that heavenly Book which Fauffus 
uſcd to raiſe the Dead in: Come, ſtand 
within this Circle. | 

Har. Tis Time to conjure, for I am al- 
moſt tamiſh'd, We have tafted like Prieſts 
tor a Miracle. 
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Scar, I'll make thee amends preſently ; 
Il conjure up a Spirit; ask what thou wilt 
thou ſhalt have it. 

Har. Let me alone for asking. 

Scar. Be very carneſt with him, and in- 
treat * 
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Har. II intreat earneſtly, 
Scar. Silence. Sint mihi Dii Acherontis 
propitii Nobis Diccatus Mephoſtopholis, Ec. 


Mephoſtopholis riſes. 


Meph. How am I tortur'd by theſe Villains 
Charms? 
From Conſtantinople have they brought me 
now, 
Only for Meaſure of theſe idle Slaves? What 
Would you with 1ephoftopholis ? 

Scar. We'd know how Dr. Fauflus does. 

AMeph. Well. 

Scar. When comes he home ? 

Meph. Within two Days. 

Scar. What was he doing when you leſt 
him? | 

Meph. He was at Supper, cating good 
Chear. 

Har. Good Mr. Devil, tell him we are 
almoſt ſtarv'd; and detirc him to fend us 
ſome of his good Chcar. 

Meph. Is that all? 

Har. Some Wine too? 

Meph. What clic? 

Hor. What clic? Why if Fornication 

ben'e 
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ben't againſt your Commandments, we would 
have ſome live Fleſh, a handſome Wench. 

Scar. Only for a third Perſon, and plcaſe 
your Damnation. 

Meph. You ſhall have your Deſires. 

Har. We deſire your Mepboſtopholiſbip too, 
not to let us ſtay the Roaſting and Boiling of 
any thing: For we are as cager as the Wine 
in Smithfield, and want no whetting. 

Aeph. You ſhall. 

[Scara. and Harle. pull off their Caps. 

Now 1t your mighty Darkneis will pleaic 
to retire. 

Meph. Fare wel. [Vaniſh. 
[Scara. feps ont of the Circle, ind ftruts alollt.] 

Scar. Now how do you Hike my Art? 

Har. O rare Art! O divine Mr. Doctor 
Scaramouch . If the Devil be as good as his 
Word, I'll owe him a good Turn as long as I 
live;bur I with our third Perſon would come. 


A Giant riſes, 
Ha! what's here ? 
Gi. J am ſent by Pluto to bear you Com- 
any. 
r Har. Is this his third Perſon? Or is it 
three Generations in ne? Come you from 
Guildhall, Sir? 5 
Gt. No, Mortal, from the Stygian Lake. 
T am the Giant which St. George deſtroy'd; 
and in the Earth have been decaying ever 
lince, but now am come to eat with you. 
C 2 Scar. 


28 The Life and Death 


Scar. To pick up our Crumbs, Sir: You're 
heartily welcome. 
127 * gets upon Harle. aud ſalutes Him. 
7. I have lain now within the SHA 
Lake two thouſand Years. 
Scar. Your Honour is not much ſhrunk 
in the Wetting. 
Gi. But we Joſe Time, and Dinner cools. 
Har. Where is it ? 
Gi. In the next Room. 
Scar. Will it pleaſe your Luſtineſs to 
lead the Way ? 
Har. Will it pleaſe you then to make 
way for him ? | 
Gi. I can divide myſelf to ſerve my 
Friends. Giant leaps in two. 
Breeches be you my Page, and follow me. 
[ Harle. and Scara. complement the Bree ches. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE draws, aud diſcovers a Table fur- 
niſbed with Bottles of Mine, and a Feniſon 
Paſty, a Pot of Wild Heul, &c 


Enter Scaramouch, Giant, and Harlequin. 
Har. O heavenly Apparition ! 
Scar. Come let's fit down. 

[ The upper Part of the Giant flies up, and the 
under fiaks, and diſcovers a Woman in the 
Room. 

Harlequin and Scaramouch fart. 
Scar. Ha! what's here, a Woman? 4 
| iar. 


1 


has robb'd us of our Strumpet. 
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Har. O happy Change! Madam, with 


our good Leave. Kiſſes. 
a C . Neves too late in good Breeding 
| ; | iſſes. 
Rare Wench! and as luſcious as Pig-ſauce. 
Har. avs be prais'd for all. 
(Woman finks, a Haſh of Lightning. 
Scar. Your unſeaſonable Thankf 


Har. No mattgr, ho matter; we ſhall meet 
her in the Cloifſters-after the Fair. Come let's 
5 Il to. (They pus their Caps before their Faces. 

a! | 

Scar. The Table runs away from us. 

Har. We'll beſtow the Pains to follow it 
again; this I ſee is a running Banquet. 
(They put their Caps on again, the Table removes. 

Scar. I have found the Secret: We muſt 
not ſay Grace at the Devil's Feaſt ts 

Har. Come then let's fall ro, Sans Cere- 
mony ; will you be Carver? Py 

Scar. Every one for himſelf, I ſay] / 


Har. Ay, every one for humſelf, [ 


God 
for us all. { Table ies up into the ＋ 


Scar. A Plague o'yoyr Proverb ; it 
Word in't mult not ar of 1 6. 

Har. Ah, Mr. Doctor, d treat Mr. 
Me pboſtopholis to ler the Ye down to us, 
or tend us to that, and 2 his Servant as 
long as I live., / 

(They art hoiſted up tothe Table. 

Scar. and Har, Oh, oh, oh. / 

| Scar. 
# 


Tk 


— 
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Scar. Now have a care of another Proverb. 
We go without a Supper. 

Har. Nay, now I know the Devil's Hu- 
mour, I'll hit him to a Hair: Pray My Doc- 
tor, cut up that Paſty. 

Scar. I can't get my Kniſę inth it, 'tis 
over-bak'd. 5 

Har. Ay, Tis dften ſo: God ſends Meat, 
and the Devil ſends Cooks. (Table flies down. 

Scar. Thou Varler, deſt thou ſee what 
thy Proverb has done? 

Har. Now could I curſe my 
for ſhe taught em me: Well, if ſweet Me- 
pheflopholis will be ſo kind as but to let us 
and the Table come together again, I'll 
promiſe never to ſay Grace, or ſpeak Pro- 
verb more, as long as I live. 

* (They are let down to the Table. 

Scar. Your Prayers arc hcard, now be 
careful; for if I loſe my Supper by thy 
Negligence, III cut thy Throat. 

Oo, and cat me when you have done. 
Jam damnably hungry; III cut open this 
Paſty, while you open that Pot of Wild- ſoul. 

D Harlequin tales ¶ the Lid of the Paſty, and 

a Stag*s Head pes out ; aud out of the Pot 

of Fowl flid9Sfgiras. Harlequin an#Scara- 

mouch fart M, fall over their Chairs, and 

get up. f 


' 
Har. Here's the Neſt, but the Birds are 
flowa: Here's Wine though, and now I'll 
conjure 


Grandmother; 
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conjure for a Supper: I have a Sallad within 
of my own gathering in the Fields to Day. 

Scar. Fetch it in; Bread, Wine, and a 
Sallad, may ſerve for a Collation. 


Enter Harlequin with a Tray of Sallad. 
Har. Come no Ceremony among Friends: 
Bon fro. 
Scar. Sallad mal ajuſte; here's neither Fat 
nor Lean. | 
Hur. O Mr. Doctor, neither Fat nor Lean 
in a Sallad! 
Scar. Neither Oil nor Vinegar, 
Har. O! I'll feth you that preſently, 
[ Harlequin fetches a Chamber Pot of Piſs, 
a Lamp of Oil, and pours on the Sallad. 
Scar. O thy Sallad is nothing but Thiſ- 
tles and Nettles; and thy Oil ſtinks worſe 
than Aſſaſetida. 
Har. Bread and Wine be our Fare. Ha! 
the Bread's alive. [ Bread ſtirs. 
Scar. Or the Devil's in't. Hey! again. 
5 [ Bread finks. 
Har. My Bclly's as empty as a Beggat's 
Purſe. 
Scar. And mine as full of Wind as a Trum- 
peter's Checks. 
Table finks, and flaſh of Lightning. | 
But ſince we can't cat let's drink: Come, 
erc's Doctor Fiuftus's Health, 
Har. Ay, come; God bieſs Dr. Fauſtus. 
[Bottles fly up, and the Table ſinłs. 
Scar. 
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Scar. What, all gone! Here's a Banquet 


ſtole away like a yo Feaſt. [ Mujick. 
Har. Ha! here's Muſick to delight us. 


Tuo Chairs riſe, Harlequin and Scara- 

mouch it down, and are caught faſt. 
Scar. Ha! the Devil! We are lock'd in. 
Har. As taſt as a Counter-Rar. 

[ Enter ſeveral Devils, who black Harlequin 
and Scaramouch's Faces, and then ſquirt 
Milk upon them. Aſter the Dance they 
both ſing. | 
Scar. and Har, Oh, oh, oh ! 


ACT III. 
SCENE, A bod. 


Enter Mephoſtopholis and Dr. Fauſtus. 


Faul. O Whave I been delighted by 
thy Art; and in Twelve Vears 
have ſeen the utmoſt Limits of the ſpacious 
World; feaſted my ſelf with all Varictics; 
pleaſur d my Fancy with my magick Art, 
_- liv'd ſole Lord o'crevery thing I with'd 
or. * 

Me pb. Ay, Fauſſus, is it not a ſplendid 
Liſe? 

Fauſt. It is my Spirit; but prithee no re- 
tire, while I repoſe my ſelf within this Shade, 
and when I wake attend on me again. 

Meph. Fauft. 1 will. 


( Fxit. 
F aft » 
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Tauſt. What art thou, Falſtus, but a Man 
condemn'd : Thy Leaſe of Years expire a- 
pace; and, Fayftus, thou muſt then be Lu- 
ciſer g: Here reſt my Soul, and in my Sleep 
my future State be buried. 


(Id and bad Angel deſcend. 


Good An. Fauſtus, ſweet Fauffus, yet re- 
member Heaven. 
O! think upon the everlaſting Pain thou 
mult endure, 
For all thy ſhort Space of Pleaſurc. 
Bad Anu. Illuſions, Fancies, Fauftus, 
think on Earth | 
The Kings thou ſhalt command, the Plea- 
{ures rule 
Be, Fauſtus, not a whining pious Fool. 
i (Aſcend. 


Enter Horſe-courſer. 


Horſ. O! u hat a cos'ning Doctor was this! 
T riding my Horſe into the Water, thinking 
{ome hidden Myſtery had been in him, tound 
my ſelf on a Bundle of Straw, and was 
dragg'd by ſomething in the Water, like a 
Bailitt through a Horſc-pond. Ha! he's a- 
ſleep: So ho Mr. Doctor, ſo ho: Why Doc- 
tor, you cos' ning, wheeadling, hypocritical, 
cheating, chouſing Son of a Whore; a- 
wake, riſe, and give me my Money again, 
for your Horſe is turn'd into a Pottle of Hay. 
Why, Sirrah, Doctor; 'sfoot I 2 br 

c 
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dead. Why Doctor Scab; you mangy Dog, 
4 bim by the Leg.] Zounds I'm undone, 
have pull'd his Leg off. 
Fauft. O help! the Villian has undone me: 
Murder ! 
Horſ. Murder or not Murder, now he 
has but one Leg I'll out- run him, (Exit. 


Fault. Stop, ſtop him; ha, ha, ha Fi- 


tus has his Leg again, and the Horſc-cour- 
ſer a Bundle of Hay for his Forty Dollars. 
Come, Meploffopbholis, let's now attend the 


Emperor. (Exit Fauſt. and Meph. 
Enter Horſe-courſer and Carter, with Pots 
of Ale. 


Cart. Here's to thee ; and now I'll tell thee 
what I came hither for. You haye heard 
of a Conjurer they call Docto. tauſtus ? 

Horſ. Heard of him, a Plague take him, 
I have Cauſe to know him. Has he play'd 
any Pranks with you? 

Cart. I'll tell thee; As I was going to 
the Market a while ago, with a Load of 
Hay, he met me, and ask'd me, What he 
ſhould give me for as much Hay as he 
could cat? Now Sir, I thinking that a lit- 
tle would ſerve his Turn, bade him take as 
much he would tor Three Farthings. 

Florſ. So, 

Cart. So he preſently gave me the Voney, 
and tell to cating; and as I'm a curſen Man, 
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he never left yeating and yeating, till he 

had ycaten up my whole Load ot Hay. 
Hor/. Now you ſhall hear how he ſerv'd 

me: I went to him Yeſterday tobuy a Horſe 


ol him, which I did; and he bad me be ſure 


not to ride him into the Water. 

Cart. Good. 

Horſ. Ads-wounds *twas bad, as you 
ſhall hear; For ] thinking the Horſe had 
ſome rare Quality that he would not 
have me know, what do me I, but rides 
him into the Water; and when I came juſt 
inthe midſt of the River, I found my ſelf 
a ſtraddle on a Pottle of Hay. 

Cart. O rare Doctor! 

Horſ. But you ſhall hear how I ſerv'd 
him bravely tor it; for finding him aſleep 
Juſt now in a*by-Ficld, I whoop'd and hal- 
loo'd in his Ears, but could not wake him ; 
ſo 1 took hold of his Leg, and never left 
pulling till I had pull'd ic quite off. 

Cart. And has the Dog but one Leg 
then? that's rare. But come, this is his 
Houlſc, let's in and fcc for dur Money ; 
look you, we'll pay as we come back. 

Horſ. Done, done; and when we have 
777 our Money let's laugh at his one Leg: 

a, ha, ha. ( Exeunt lan; ing. 


Euter Hoſtels, 


Hoft. What, have the Rogues leſt my 
Pors, and run away, without paying their 
_Reck» 
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Reck'ning? I'll after em, cheating Villians, 
Rogues, Cut-purſes ; rob a poor Woman, 


cheat the Spiral, and rob the King of his 


Exciſe; a parcel of Ruſtick, Clownith, Pe- 


dantical, High-ſhoed, Plow-jobbing, Cart- ? 


driving, Pinch-back'd, Paralytick, Fum- 
bling, Grumbling, Bellowing, Yellowing, 
Peale picking. tinking, 1 Runa- 
ate, IIl-begotten, Il-contriv'd, Wry- 
louth'd, Squatrifying, Dunghill-raking, 


Coftive, Snorting, Sweaty, Farting, Whaw- 


drover Dogs ! (Exit, 


Enter Fauſtus. 
Fauſt. My Time draws near, and twenty 


Years are paſt. | have but four poor Twelve- | 


months for my Lite, and then I am damn'd 
for ever. 


Enter an Old Man. 


Old M. O gentle Fauſtus, leave this damn- 
ed Art; this Magick that will charm thy 
Soul to Hell, and quite bereave thee of Sal- 
vation: Though thou haſt now offended like 
a Man, do nor, oh do not perſiſt in't like 


a Devil. It may be this my Exhortation + 
ſcems harſh, and all unplegſanr ; let it not; 
for, gentle Son, I ſpeak in tender Love and 
Pity of thy future Miſery; and ſo have 
Hope that this my kind Rebuke, checking 


thy Body. may preſerve thy Soul. 
Fauft. Where art thou, Fauſſus? Wietch, 


what 


8 
O 
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| what haſt thou done? O Friend, I feel thy 
Words to comfort my diſtreſſed Soul; re- 


tirc, and let me ponder on my Sins. 
Old M. Fauffus, I leave thee, but with 
__ Grief of Heart, 


Fearing thy Enemy will nc'cr depart. 


(Exit. 
Enter Mephoſtophilis. 

Mcph. Thou Traytor, I arrcit thee for 
Diſobedience to thy Sovereign Lord; re- 
volt, or I'll in Peice- meal tear thy Fleſh. 

Fauſ- 1 do repent I e'er offended him; 


- torment, ſweet Friend, that old Man that 
- durſt diſſwade me from thy Luciſer. 


his Soul; but what 


Mepb. His Faith is great, I cannot touch 
can afflict his Body 


with I will. 


Pray, let me ask one 


Enter Horſe-courſer and Carter. 
Horſ. We are come to drink a Health to 
your Wooden Leg. | 
Fauſ. My Wooden Leg! What doſt 
thou mean Friend ? 
Horſ. Ha, ha! he has forgot his Leg. 
Cart. Pſha, it is not a Leg he ſtands upon. 
Queſtion 3 Are both 
your Legs Bed-fellows! | 
Funſ. Why doſt thou ask? 
Cart. Becauſe I believe you have a good 
Companion of one. 
Horſ. Why don't you remember I pull'd 
off one o'your Legs when you were a-ſlcep? 
Fauſ. But] have 3 now I am awake. 
Cart. 
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Cart. Ads-wounds, had the Doctor three 


Legs! —You Sir, don't you remember you 
gave a Penny for as much Hay as you 
could cat, and then cat up my whole 
Load. 

Horſ. Look you, Mr. Doctor, you muſt 
not carry it off ſo; I come to have the 
Money again I gave for the Ho- o- o- 

(Fauſtus waves his Wand. 

Cart, And I come to be paid tor my Load 


of Ha-a-a- 
Enter Hoſteſs. 
Hof. O Mr. Doctor! do you harbour 


Rogues that bilk poor Folks, and won't 


pay their Reck'nings? Who muſt pay me 

tor A-a-a ? (Warwcs again. 
Enter Scaramouch. 

Scar. Mr. Doctor, I can't be quict for 

your Devil, Mr. Ale-o-o- (Waves again. 


(Exeunt Fauſtus and Mephoſtopholis. 


They all ftare at one anther, and ſo 
£0 off, crying O, o, o, o to the Empe- 
ror's Court. 


Enter Emperor, Fauſtus, Gent. Guards, 
Benoolio above. 


Emp. Wonder of Men, thrice learned 


Fauftus, renown'd Magician, welcome to 
our Court; and as thou late diqſt promiſe 
us, I would behold the famous Alexander 


fighting with his great Rival, Darius, in 


their true Shapes, and State Majeſtical. 


Fauſ. Your Majeſty ſhall ſec em preſently. 


Ben. 


th 
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tree Ben. If thou bring'ſt Alexander, or Darius 

you bere, I'll be content to be Aon, and turn 

you myſelf to a Stag. 

10lc Fauſ. And FlI play Diana, and ſend you 
the Horns preſently. 


the Enter Darius and Alexander; they fight * 
Darius falls. Alexander takes his Crown, 
and. and puts it on bis Head. 
oad (Exit. Darius inks. 
Fauſ. Away, be gone; ſee, my gracious 
Lord, what Beaſt is that that thruſts his 
our Head out of yon Window? 


on't Emp. O wond'rous Sight ! ſee two Horns 
me en young Beroolio's Head; call him, Lords. 
gain. Lord. What, ho! Benoolio. 
Ben. A Plague upon you, let me ſleep. 
for Lord. Look up, Bencolio, tis the Emperor 


gain. calls. 

olis. Ben. The Emperor! O my Head. 

ed ſo Fauſ. And thy Horns hold, tis no mat- 
mpe= ter for thy Head. 

Ben. Doctor, this is your Villany. 

Fanſ. O ſay not ſo, dir; the Doctor has 
rds, no Skill, it he bring Alexander or Darius 
here, you'll be Aeon, and turn to a Stag: 
rned * Therclore, if it pleaſe your Majeſty, I'll 
e to bring a Kennel of Hounds to — him. 
miſe Ho! Helmot, Arziroa, Aſterct. 
nder Ben. Hold, he'll raiſe a Kennel of De- 
„ in ws: Good, my Lord, intrear. 

1 Emp. Prithee remove his Horns, he has 
ntly. done Penance enough. 


Ben. | D 2 Fauſt, 
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Fauſt. Away, and remember hereafter you 
ſpeak well of Scholars. 

Ben. It Scholars be ſuch Cuckolds to put 
Horns upon honeſt Men's Heads, I'll nc'er 
truſt {ſmooth Face and ſmall Band more: Bur 
if I been't reveng'd,may I be turn'd toa gap- 
ingOyſter,and drink nothing butSalt-watcr. 

Emp. Come, Fauſftus, in Recompence of 
this high Deſert, thou ſhalt command the 
State of Germany, and live belov'd of migh- 
ty Carols. (Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE, A Garden. 


Lord. Nay, ſweet Benoolio, let us ſway thy 
Thoughts fromthis Atte mpt againſt the Con- 
jurer. 
Ben. My Head is lighter than it was by 
the Horns: - 


And yet my Heart's more pondrous than my ' 


Head | 
And pants until ] ſee the Conjurer dead. 
2 Lord. Conſider. 
Ben. Away; diſſwade me not, he comes. 
( Draws. 


Enter Fauſtus with a falſe Head. 
Now Sword ſtrike home: ; | 
For Horns he gave, I'Il have his Head a- 

non, ( Runs Fauſtus through, he falls. 
Fanft. Oh, oh. —— 

Ben. Groan you, Mr. Doctor; now for 

his Hcad. (Cuts his * of: 

, r = 


2 2 — 
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Lord. Struck with a willing Hand. 

Ben. Firſt, on this Scull, in quittance of 
my Wrongs, [I'll nail huge forked Horns 
within the Window where he yok'd me 
firſt, that all the World may ſee my juſt Re- 
venge; and thus having ſettl'd his Head — 

Fauſt, What ſhall the Body do Gentlemen. 

Ben. 'The Devil's alive again! 

Lord. Give the Devil his Head _ 

Fauft. Nay, keep it; Fauſtus will have 

Heads and Hands: 
call your Hearts to recompence this Deed 
Ho; Aſteroth, Belincoth, Mephoftophulis. 


Enter Devils, and horſe em upon others. 
Go horſe theſe Traytors —_ fiery Backs, 
Drag em through Dirt and Mud, through 

Thorns and Briers. 

Lord. Pity us, gentle Fauftus, ſave our 
Lives. 

Fauſt. Away. 

Ben. He muſt needs go whom the Devil. 
drives, (Spirits fly away. Exit Fauſtus.. 


SCENE à Hall. 


Enter Harlequin in a Beggar's Habit. 
Harl. I find this Scaramouch is a Villian; 
he has leſt the Doctor, and is come to be: 
Steward to a rich Widow, whoſe Husband: 
died Veſterday, and here he is coming to: 
give the Poor their Doles, of which 1'11'ha: 
my Sharc. D 3 Scara- 
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Scaramouch, and poor People rvith a Basket of 
Bread and Money. 

Scar. Come hither poor Devils; ſtand in 
in Order and be damn'd. I come to diſ- 
tribute what your deceaſed good Maſter hath 

geath'd. 
arl. God bleſs you, Mr. Steward. 

Scar. Let me tell you Gentlemen, he 
was as good a Man as ever piſt, or cry'd 
ſtand on the Highway. 
(Scaramouch takes our a Loaf and a Shilling, 

holds it out, and Harlequin takes it. 

He ſpent a good Eſtate, tis true; but he 
was no Body's Foe but his own. I never 
left him while he was worth a Groat. 
(Again.) He would now and then curſe in 
his Paſſion, and give a Soul ro the Devil, 
or ſo; yet, what of that? He always paid 
his Clu „and no Man can ſay he owes this. 
Again.) He had a Colt's Tooth, and over- 
aid one of his Maids; yet, what of that? 
All Fleſh is frail. (Agazn. ) *Tis thought 
that her Body work'd him off his Legs; 
why, what ot that? His Legs were his own, 
and his Arſe never hung in your Light. 
(Azain.) Sometimes, you'll ſay, he wou'd 
rap out an Oath ; what then? Words are 
but Wind, and he meant no more Harm 
than a ſucking Pig docs by ſqueaking. (A- 
gain.) Now let's conſider his good Deeds; 


he brew'd a Firkin of ſtrong Drink tor the 
| Poor 


ce 


ä 
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Poor every Year, and kill'd an old Ram c- 
very ny The Meat that was ſtale, and: 
his Drink that was ſower, was al ways your's. 
( Again.) He allow'd youin Harveſt to 
glean after his Rake. (Again. ) And now 
at his Death, has given you all this. (Again. 

Scar. So ſetting the Hare's Head againſt 


the Gooſe's Giblets, he was a good hoſpi- 


table Man; and much good may do you. 
with what you had. 
1 Poor. ] have had nothing. 
2 Poor. Nor J. | 
3 Poor. Nor I. 
4 Poor. Nor I. 
Scar. Nothing. 
All. Nothing, nothing. 
Scar. Nothing, nothing; you lying 
Rogues, then there's ſomethig for you. 
(Beats em all off; 
Enter Harlequin in a Cloke, /aughing. 
Har. So now I am victuall'd, I a 
out a Siege again Hunger. 
(A Noiſe witbin; this Way, this Way. 
Ha! they arc hunting aſter me, and will 
kill me. Let me ſee, I will take this Gib- 
bet for my Preſerver, and with this long 
Cloke * as if I were hang'd. Now 
when they find a Man hang'd, not know- 
ing mc in this Diſguiſe, they'll look no 
far ther after me, but think the Thief 's 
hang'd.— ] hear *em coming. 


(Throws bimſelf off the Ladder. 
Enter 
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Enter Scaramouch. 

Scar. Ha! what's here, a Man hang'd ? 

But what Paper is this in his Hand? 
(Whilft Scaramouch reads, Harlequin 

| puts the Rope over him. 
J have cheated the Poor of their Money, 
and took the Bread out of their Mouths, 
for which I was much trouble in Con- 
ſcience, tcl; into Deſpair, and, as you ſee, 


hang'd myſelf. 
| (Pulls bim up, and runs out. 
O, the Devil! Murder, Murder! 


Enter Poor. 

Poor. O Neighbours, here hangs the 
Rogue. | 

Scar. Help me down ? 

Poor. No, you are very well as you arc. 

Scar. Don't you. know me ? 

Poor. Ay, for a Rogue; e'en finiſh your 
Work, and ſave the Hangman a Labour. 
Vet, now I think on't, Self-murder is a 
crying Sin, and may damn his Soul, Come 
Neighbours, we'll take him down, and 
have him hang'd according to Law. 

(When he's down he trips up their 
Heels, and runs out, they after bim. 
All. Stop Thict, ſtop Thict. 


Thunder and Lightning ; Lucifer, Beelzebub, 
and Mephoſtopholis. 1 
uc. 


of Deftor Fauſtus. 46 


Luc. Thus from the infernal Dis do we 
aſcend, bringing with us the Deed; the 
Time is come which makes it forfcir. 


Enter Fauſtus, and old Man, and a Scholar. 
Old M. Yet, Fauftus, call on Heaven. 
Fauſ. O! *tis too late; behold, they 

lock my Hands. 

Old MH. Who, Fauftus ? 

Fanſ. Lucifer and Mephoſftopbolis; I gave 
**m my Soul tor four and twenty Years. 

Old M. Heav'n forbid. 

Fasſ. Ay, Heav'n forbad it indeed, but 
Fauftus has done it; for the vain Pleaſure 
ot tour and twenty Years, Fauſtus has loſt 
eternal Joy and Felicity: I writ *em a Bill 
with my own Blood, the Date is expir'd; 
this is the Time, and they are come to 
fetch me. — 

Old M. w_ would not Faufus tell me 
of that betore 

Fanſ. I often intended it, but the Devil 
threat'ned to tear me in Picces, O Friend, 
rctire, and ſave yourſelf. 

Old M I'll into the next Room, and 
there pray for thee. 

Fanſ. Ay, pray for me; and what Noiſe 
ſoever you hear ſtir not, for nothing can 
reſcue me. 

Old M. Pray thou, and Ill pray. Adieu. 

Fauſ. If I live till Morning, I'll viſit 
you; if not, Funſtus is gone to Hell, 

(Exeunt old Man and Scholar. 
Meph. 


45 The Life and Death 


Aleph. Ay, Fauftis, now thou haſt no 
hopes on Heav'n. 

Fauſ. O thou bewitching Fiend ; 'twas 
thou, and thy Temptations, as robb'd me 
of eternal Happincis. 

Meph. I do confeſs it Fuuſtus, and re- 

oice. 
What weep'ſt thou, tis too late; hark to 
thy Knell: 
Fools that will laugh on Earth, muſt weep 
in Hell. (Ext. 


Good and bad Angel deſcend. 
Good An. O Fauſtus, it thou had'ſt given 
Ear to me, 
Innumerable Joys had follow'd thee : 
But thou didit love the World. 
Bad An. Gave Ear to me, and now 
muſt taſte Hell's Pains perpetual. 


Throne of Heaven appears. 
Good Ar. Hadſt thou affected ſweet Di- 
vinity, 
Hell, nor — Devil, had no Power on thee. 
Had'ſt thou kept on that way, Fauſtus, . 
Behold in what reſplendent Glory thou 
had'R ſat ; 
That haſt thou loft: 
And now, poor Soul muſt thy good Angel 


leave; 
The Jaws of Hell arc ready to receive 
thee. 2 
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Hell is diſcover d. 
Bad An. Now, Fauſtus, let thy Eyes 
with Horror ſtare 
Into that vaſt perperual torturing Houſe. 
Fauſt. OI have ſeen enough to torture me. 
Bad An. Nay thou muſt feel 'em, taſte 
the Smart of all 
He that loves Pleaſure, muſt for Pleaſure fall: 
And fo I leave thee, Fauſtus, till anon. 
Thoul' tumble into Contulion. ( Deſcends. 


The Clock ſtrikes Eleven. 
Fauft. Now, Fauſftus, haſt thou but one 

bare Hour to live, 
And then thou muſt be damn'd perpetually: 
Stand ſtill you ever- moving Spheres of Hea- 

ven, 
That Time may ceaſe, and Midnight ne- 

ver come, 
Or let this Hour be buta Year, a Month, 
a Week, a natural Day, that Fauſtus may 
repent, and fave his Soul. Mountains and 
Hills come, come, and fall on me, and hide 
me from the heavy Wrath of Heav'n. 
Gape Earth; Oh no, it will not harbour me. 
( The Cleck ftrikes.) Oh ! half the Hour is 
paſt; *rwill all be paſt anon. Oh! it my 
Soul muſt ſuffer for my Sin, impoſe ſome 
End to my inceſſant Pain. Let * live 


in Hell a Thouſand Years, an Hundred 
Thouland, and at laſt be ſav'd. 
(Aries Tuelve 
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No End is limited to damn'd Souls: It 

mrikes, it ſtrikes. Now, Body, turn to 

Ait, to Earth, or Water. Oh! avoid the 

Ls. wd They come. Oh! Mercy Heaven; 

DA? gape not. Come not Lucifer; 
eka kuf 


( Sinks with Devils. Thunder. 

Enter Old Man and Scholar. 
01d M Come, Friend, let's viſit Fauftus, 
For ſuch a dreadtul Night was never iccn. 


8 CEN E diſcovers Fauſtus's Limbs. 


|  Scbol. O help us, Heav'n ; ſce here are 
Fanflas's Limbs, 
All torn afunder by the Hand of Hell. | 
Old M. May this a fair Example be to all, 
To avoid ſuch Wa w_= which 3 poor 
Fauſffus's Fal 
And whatever Pleaſure does i invite, 
Sell not your Souls to purchaſe vain De- 
light. { Exeunt. 


S C E N E changes to Hell 


Song. 
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Fauſtus Limbs come together. A Dance and 
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